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something was going wrong in Mishka's relations with his
wife.
It had all begun on that memorable clay when he had
talked about Gregor in Prokhor's presence. That little
squabble had not been forgotten. One evening at supper
Mishka said:
" Your soup isn't salted, mistress. Or is there a shortage
of salt on the table and too much on your back ? "
" Under this government there isn't likely to be too much
salt for some time to come. D'you know how much salt
we've got left ? "
" WeH ? "
" Two handfuls."
" Things are in a bad way/' Mishka sighed,
" Other folk rode off to Manich for salt away back in
the summer, but you've never had time to think about it/'
Dunia said reproachfully.
" What could I have driven with ? In our first year of
wedded life it doesn't seem right to harness you up, and as
for real bullocks ..."
" You leave your jokes for another time ! When you're
eating unsalted food, then you can joke ! "
f< What are you turning on me for ? Tell me where I'm
to get salt from 1 What a lot you are, you women ! ' Belch
it up if you like, but give us salt!' But supposing there
isn't any, curse it ? "
" Other folk drove to Manich with bullocks. And now
they've got salt and everything, but we'll be chewing
tasteless stuff. . . /'
" We'll get through it somehow, Dunia. They ought to
be sending us salt soon. Have we got so little of that
commodity ? "
ct You've got plenty of everything ! "
" Who's ' you ' ? "
" The Reds."
<f And what are you ? "
" I'm what you see. You've talked and talked : ' we'll
have plenty of everything, and we'll all be living on the
same level and well. . . / Is this what you call living well ?
With nothing to salt our soup ?
Mishka stared at his wife in alarm, and turned pale.